M                       HARVEST FROM THE DESERT

the world around him,

In Ganga Ram he saw his spiritual grandchild,
Now that he had an object before htm in the person
of the baby, he had the satisfaction of showering
upon him the affection pent up in the heart of
every man, the expression of which he had formerly
denied himself, by taking up the life of a recluse.

Often the S&dhu played with the baby, and,
symbolising in his little life the creative powers of
the Universe, would find himself lost m meditation.

All these influences were gradually imprinting
themselves on the mind of the child. He absorbed
unconsciously what he could not consciously express.
The life of the family ran on as smoothly as tht
waters by which they lived*

Daulat Ram went on welt it his work, being
scrupulously honest, and fearless in carrying out
orders from his superiors. One day it so happened
that the Senior Officer was away on duty, and news
reached the Police Station that a gang of dacoits,
who had recently been responsible for some very
gruesome murder*, was camping in the neighbour-
hood. II adequate and timely measures were taken,
there was a likelihood that they could be arrested.
The task was full of danger, but tht call of duty was
urgent Daulat Ram, cm hii own initiative, ordered
the chase, and, luck being with him, he succeedtd in
capturing them alto: an arduous pursuit

Ac this point; temptations of bug* bribts and
ether coasideratdomwerethro^rainhiiwty,tt>m^